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This is the thirty-second performance of the 2019-2020 Season.

Texts and Translations
I pastori
Settembre, andiamo. É tempo di migrare.
Ora in terra d’Abruzzi i miei pastori
Lascian gli stazzi e vanno verso il mare:
Scendono all’Adriatico selvaggio
Che verde è come i pascoli dei monti.

September, let’s go. It’s time to migrate.
In Abruzzi, my shepherds now
Leave their pens and go toward the sea:
They descend to the savage Adriatic
That is as green as the meadows of the mountains.

Han bevuto profondamente ai fonti
Alpestri, che sapor d’acqua natìa
Rimanga nei cuori esuli a conforto,
Che lungo illuda la lor sete in via.
Rinnovato hanno verga d’avellano.

They have drunk deeply at the mountain springs,
Which leaves the taste of their native water
In the hearts of the exiles to comfort them,
In order to deceive their thirst on their journey.
They have a new staff of Avella walnut.

E vanno pel tratturo antico al piano,
Quasi per un erbal fiume silente,
Su le vestigia degli antichi padri.
O voce di colui che primamente
Conosce il tremolar della marina!

They travel the ancient cattle path to the plain.
Which is almost like a quiet grassy river,
In the footsteps of their ancient fathers.
Oh, voice of him who first
Came to know the flickering of the sea!

Ora lungh’esso il litoral cammina
La greggia. Senza mutamento è l’aria.
Il sole imbionda sì la viva lana
Che quasi dalla sabbia non divaria.
Isciacquìo, calpestìo, dolci romori.

Now, along the seashore his flock walks
The air is still.
The sun bleaches the living wool
So that it is almost indistinguishable from the sand.
The sweet sounds of splashing and stamping.

Ah perchè non son io co’ miei pastori?

Ah, why am I not with my shepherds?

Ideale
Io ti seguii come iride di pace
Lungo le vie del cielo:
Io ti seguii come un’amica face
De la notte nel velo.
E ti sentii ne la luce, ne l’aria,
Nel profumo dei fiori;
E fu piena la stanza solitaria
Di te, dei tuoi splendori.

I followed you like a rainbow of peace
along the paths of heaven;
I followed you like a friendly torch
In the veil of darkness,
and I sensed you in the light, in the air,
in the perfume of flowers,
and the solitary room was full
Of you, and of your radiance.

In te rapito, al suon de la tua voce,
Lungamente sognai;
E de la terra ogni affanno, ogni croce,
In quel sogno scordai.
Torna, caro ideal, torna un istante
A sorridermi ancora,
E a me risplenderà, nel tuo sembiante,
Una novella aurora.

Absorbed by you, I dreamed a long time
of the sound of your voice,
and the earth’s every anxiety, every torment
I forgot in that dream.
Come back, dear ideal, for an instant
to smile at me again,
and in your face will shine for me
a new dawn.

Vaghissima sembianza
Vaghissima sembianza d’antica donna amata,
chi, dunque, v’ha ritratta contanta simiglianza
ch’io guardo, e parlo, e credo d’avervi a me
davanti come ai bei dì d’amor?

Very charming image of a woman formerly loved,
who, then, has portrayed you with so much similarity
that I look, and I speak, and I believe to have you
Before me as in the beautiful days of love?

La cara rimembranza che in cor mi s’è destata
si ardente v’ha già fatta rinascer la speranza,
che un bacio, un voto, un grido d'amore
più non chiedo che a lei che muta è ognor.

The dear remembrance which has been awakened
in my heart so ardently has revived my hopes,
So that a kiss, a vow, a cry of love
More I do not ask of her who is silent forever.

Elu D’vorim
There are things that are limitless,
Of which a person enjoys the fruit of the world,
While the principal remains in the world to come.
They are: honoring one’s father and mother,
Engaging in deeds of compassion,
Arising early for study morning and evening,

Dealing graciously with guests, visiting the sick,
Providing for the wedding couple,
Accompanying the dead for burial,
Being devoted in prayer,
And making peace among people.
But the study of Torah encompasses them all.

V’Al Y’De Avodecha
And through Your servants the Prophets, the following is written: So said the LORD, the King of Israel and its
Redeemer; Lord of Legions: “I am the First and I am the Last and aside from Me there is no other god.” And it is
said: The saviors will ascend Mount Zion to judge Esau’s mountain and the kingdom will be the LORD’s. And it is
said: Then God will be King over all the world, on that day the LORD will be One and His name will be One. And in
your Torah it is written as follows: “Hear, O Israel: the LORD is our God, the LORD is one.”
Shom’O Vatismach Tsiyon
Zion hears and rejoices and the villages of Judah are glad because of your judgments, LORD. For you, LORD, are
Most High over all the earth; you are exalted far above all gods. Let those who love the LORD hate evil, for He
guards the lives of His faithful ones and delivers them from the hand of the wicked. Light shines on the righteous
and joy on the upright in heart. Rejoice in the LORD, you who are righteous, and praise His Holy Name.
Beau soir
Lorsque au soleil couchant les rivières sont roses,
Et qu'un tiède frisson court sur les champs de blé,
Un conseil d’être heureux semble sortir des choses
Et monter vers le cœur troublé;

When rivers are pink in the setting sun,
And a slight shiver runs through fields of wheat,
A suggestion to be happy seems to rise up from all things
And ascends toward the troubled heart;

Un conseil de goûter le charme d'être au monde,
Cependant qu’on est jeune et que le soir est beau,
Car nous nous en allons comme s’en va cette onde:
Elle à la mer, — nous au tombeau!

A suggestion to taste the charms of the world,
While one is young and the evening is beautiful,
For we are on our way just as this wave is:
It to the sea, — we to the grave!

Claire de lune
Votre âme est un paysage choisi
Que vont charmant masques et bergamasques,
Jouant du luth et dansant, et quasi
Tristes sous leurs déguisements fantasques!

Your soul is a chosen landscape
charmed by masqueraders and revelers
playing the lute and dancing, and almost
sad beneath their fanciful disguises!

Tout en chantant sur le mode mineur
L’amour vainqueur et la vie opportune.
Ils n’ont pas l’air de croire à leur bonheur,
Et leur chanson se mêle au clair de lune,

Even while singing in a minor key
of victorious love and fortunate living
they do not seem to believe in their happiness,
and their song mingles with the moonlight,

Au calme clair de lune triste et beau,
Qui fait rêver, les oiseaux dans les arbres,
Et sangloter d’extase les jets d’eau,
Les grands jets d’eau sveltes parmi les marbres.

The calm moonlight, sad and beautiful,
which sets the birds in the trees dreaming,
and makes the fountains sob with ecstasy,
The tall slender fountains among the marble statues!

À Chloris
S’il est vrai, Chloris, que tu m’aimes,
Mais j’entends, que tu m’aimes bien,
Je ne crois point que les rois mêmes
Aient un bonheur pareil au mien.

If it is true, Chloris, that you love me,
And, I understand, that you love me well,
I do not believe that even kings
Could have a happiness equal to mine.

Que la mort serait importune
De venir changer ma fortune
Pour la félicité des cieux!

How unwelcome death would be,
If it were to exchange my present state
For the joy of heaven!

Tout ce qu’on dit de l’ambroisie
Ne touche point ma fantaisie
Au prix des grâces de tes yeux.

All that they say of ambrosia
Does not inspire my imagination
Like the favor of your eyes.

How Fair This Spot

In the Silence of the Secret Night

All is well here…
Look, in the distance the river glows like a fire;
The meadows are like a colorful carpet,
And the clouds are white.

Oh, long will I, in the silence of the mysterious night,
Chase from my thoughts and then call up again
Your artful chatter, your smile, your casual glance,
The thick tresses of your hair, so pliant in my fingers;
Breathing fitfully, alone, unseen by anybody else,
Burning with the glow of vexation and of shame,
I shall seek out the slightest hint of mystery
In the words you uttered;
I shall whisper and improve upon the past expressions
Of things I once said to you, things full of bashfulness,
And intoxicated, against all reason,
I shall wake night’s darkness with your cherished name.

There is nobody here.
All is quiet…
Here I am alone with God.
And the flowers, and the old pine
And you, my dream!
Spring Waters
The fields are covered still with snow,
But Spring has swollen all the streams.
They run and sparkle as they go,
And wake the shores from drowsy dreams.
They call out loudly on their way:
“Spring’s coming on! Spring’s coming on!
We bring the message here today,
That’s why we meet you on the run!
Spring’s coming on! Spring’s coming on!
And soon the lovely days of May
Will follow happily along
And dance a merry roundelay!”
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